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assail him, when I suddenly appeared, so that I rescued
him untouched. Each hand grasped a small pouch or
bag. One contained his pistols, the other held two little
log-reckoners of brass; so that his last thoughts were full
of duty to his owners and his ship, and his last efforts for
rescue and defence. He had been manifestly lifted by a
billow, and hurled against a rock, and so slain; for the
victims of our cruel sea are seldom drowned, but beaten
to death by violence and the wrath of the billows. We
gathered together one poor fellow in five parts: his limbs
had been wrenched off and his body rent. During our
search for his remains, a man came up to me with some-
thing in his hand, inquiring: ' Can you tell me, sir, what
is this? Is it a part of a man?' It was the mangled
seaman's heart; and we restored it reverently to its place,
where it had once beat high with life and courage, with
thrilling hope and sickening fear. Two or three of the
dead were not discovered for four or five weeks after the
wreck; and these had become so loathsome from decay,
that it was at peril of health and life to perform the last
duties we owe to our brother-men. But hearts and hands
were found for the work; and at. last, the good ship's
company, captain, mate and crew, were laid at rest, side
by side, beneath our churchyard trees. Groups of grateful
letters from Arbroath are to this clay among the most
cherished memorials of my escritoire. Some, written by
the friends of the dead, are marvellous proofs of the good
feeling and educated ability of the Scotch people. One
from a father breaks off in irrepressible pathos, with a
burst of 4Oh, my son, my son!' We placed at the foot
of the captain's grave the figure-head of his vessel. It is
a carved image, life-size of his native Caledonia, in the
garb of her country, with sword and shield.1

At the end of about six weeks Le Daine left my house on
his homeward way, a sadder and a richer man. Gifts had
been proffered from many a hand, so that he was able to
return to Jersey with happy and joyful mien, well clothed
and with thirty pounds in his purse. His recollections of
our scenery were not such as were in former times asso-
ciated with the Cornish shore: for three years afterward

1 A copy of verses to Mr. Hawker, thanking him for his
conduct, was written, printed and circulated in Arbroath.
They are by one David Arnott, and dated I3th Oct.,
1842. They are of no merit. They end thus :

Such deeds as thine are registered in heaven,
And there alone can due reward be given.mid the crew
